Germans beyond Germany
god-forsaken ones that all is imperfect in their land
only because they leave nothing pure unspoiled, nothing
holy untouched by their clumsy hands, that nothing
thrives with them because they do not honour divine
Nature, the root-cause of thriving, that really their lives
are dull and troublous and over full of cold, dumb
discord, because they scorn genius which lends strength
and nobility to human actions and cheerfulness to
suffering and brings love and brotherliness to cities
and homes.
And that is why they fear death so greatly, and
suffer all shame for the sake of the oysters' life, because
they know nothing higher than their piece-work that
they have patched up.
Oh BeUarmin ! Wherever a nation loves beauty,
wherever it honours genius in its artists, there breathes
a universal life-giving spirit; there the shy mind unfolds
itself, self-conceit melts away, pious and great are all
hearts, and inspiration brings forth heroes. The home
of mankind is in such a nation and the stranger loves to
sojourn there. But when divine Nature and her artists
are so insulted, alas, the purest joy of life flies away,
and any other planet would be better than the earth,
More and more void, more and more barren do human
beings grow in such a land, and yet all of them were
born beautiful; slavish mentality grows apace, accompan-
ied by coarse courage, drunkenness increases with cares,
and hunger and the fear of starvation with luxury; each
year's blessing turns to a curse and all gods flee,
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